xx         Preface, by way of Criticism*

Page), Thoreau's sincere and learned disciple, that
had either of us been men, I please myself with
thinking, of less temper and justice, the difference
might have made us enemies instead of making us
friends. To him who knew the man from the in-
side, many of my statements sounded like inver-
sions made on purpose; and yet when we came
to talk of them together, and he had understood
how I was looking at the man through the books,
while he had long since learned to read the books
through the man, I believe he understood the
spirit in which I had been led astray.

On two most important points, Dr. Japp added
to my knowledge, and with the same blow fairly
demolished that part of my criticism. First, if
Thoreau were content to dwell by Walden Pond,
it was not merely with designs of self-improvement,
but to serve mankind in the highest sense. Hither
came the fleeing slave; thence was he despatched
along the road to freedom. That shanty in the
woods was a station in the great Underground
Railroad ; that adroit and philosophic solitary was
an ardent worker, soul and body, in that so much
more than honourable movement, which, if atone-
ment were possible for nations, should have gone